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beside us. The daylight was fading. There would be no
more whales to-day and we were on our way to pick up our
earlier victim. Though the wind still blew icy and strong,
the weather had cleared and the mountains of South
Georgia were visible again to southward, darkling and sullen.
At the western end of their long, toothed ridge the sun sank
behind dark clouds, sending out bright rays, and in the east
there shone a pale daylight moon. To the north the
Shouma was only a pencil of smoke poised on the horizon.
Whale number one lay as we had left him. Far off you
could just see the flag wagging and fluttering in the distance
and the cloud of birds about him. As we approached they
rose up screaming. We made him fast by the tail to the
starboard bow and then, followed by our attendant throng
of birds, we turned westwards towards the mountains.
At the wheel the man with the beard had been replaced
by the young man who had been whaling ten years. The
flaps of his fur cap hung down like the ears of a spaniel.
" You like this? " he said. " How you like to do it
every day? Not so much damn fun, eh? How you like to
do it every day for ten years? No good, eh? When I go
home to Norway I say * Olafsen! You are a bloddy fool.
This is the last time you go south.' But here I am again.
Ja! Every year,"
He said more than that but I was not listening for, on our
port quarter, there rose up two gigantic, black, triangular
fins like knives. The water where they cut the surface flew
outwards fanwise on each side of them. " Good God!
What are those? " I said.
The young man turned his head for a moment and saw
them.
"Those?   Spekkhugger.   Killers."
They were making after us, making after the carcasses we
towed. As they gained upon us with rushing, swooping
dives through the water, we could see their black shapes
beneath the surface. They made one or two swift sweeps